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Turbulent 


Author's Notes: 
Set just before the 2005 MTV VMA\‘s in Florida. Written for a self-set songfic challenge (people suggest 
lyrics, | write a fic inspired by them). Song-Hard-Fi \"Better Do Better\", suggested by arohex. 


Mike doesn't like storms. 


Well, actually, that's a bit of a sweeping generalization. Mike doesn't like it when he's outside trying to get 
coffee and its pouring like God is trying to take a layer of skin off. He doesn't like it when gale force winds 
take out his cable right in the middle of a Family Guy marathon, reruns or otherwise. Otherwise he likes 
storms just fine. 


But when you watch a stop sign go clattering off down the street like an erratic UFO from your tenth floor 
hotel room, you tend to not like storms so much. And when you hear things like ‘upgraded’ and ‘deadly’ from 
the (usually hysterical but this time dead on) media, you tend to like them even less. 


Mike's pretty much fine with storms. 


Hurricanes, though, are a different matter. 


He leaned against the window frame, arms crossed over his chest, watching the torrential downpour and brutal 


winds, quotation-mark eyebrows furrowed in worry and thought. 

Fuck this. | dont want to be here. | dont want to be stuck right in the middle of a hurricane. | dont want to be 
stuck right in the middle of a hurricane shut into a high rise hotel | dont want to be stuck right in the middle of a 
hurricane shut into a high rise hotel with him 


Swathed in brooding as he was, Mike flinched when the click of the door handle reached his ears. He didn't 


really need to look round, he knew who it was. He did anyway. 


Billie gave a wide smile as he closed the door behind him. He pushed newly coiffed hair from his eyes - a 


different style, artfully tousled and a little longer than usual - and approached Mike. 


"Heeeey," he drawled. Mike gave a little head-nod in recognition, expressionless, before going back to stare out 


the window. Billie gave a little snuffing laugh. "Can't go out to play, Mikey. It's all kinds of wet out there." 


He sidled up a little closer, forearm unsubtly brushing the bassist's hip. "Stay in here and we can be warm 
together." 


Mike made no reply. Didn't even glance at him. Billie scowled a little bit, before brightening and sweeping away, 


giving an impromptu, inelegant twirl as he did so. "C'mon, lets drink our boredom away." 
"You're bored?" Mike asked, not looking over. 


"Shit, yeah, are you kidding? Being cooped up inside here's makin’ me all antsy. | need to stretch my legs." He 
smirked, "Amongst other things." 


‘Im fine here," Mike said shortly, voice tight. Billie slunk back over, wrapping his arms around one of Mike's like 


a boa constrictor. 
"Don't be boring, man," he whined, walking a fine line between petulant and teasing. He rested his head on Mike's 
shoulder, following his line of vision out into the apocalyptic atmosphere. "Let's have some fun. The world's not 


gonna disappear if you move away from the window. 


Mike watched the overflowing gutters, the swell of the water as it crashed down the edges of street, taking 
tree branches, trash cans and shop awnings with it, and the terrifyingly loud howl of the wind. 


"Could've fooled me," he muttered, hunching his shoulders as if he could feel the rain and wind lashing his skin. 


Billie's brow knitted in concern. "You okay?" he murmured, eyeing his bandmate. 


Mike exhaled. He swallowed, and after a long moment, he turned his head to look at Billie, curious hazel eyes 


right there in front of his face. 
"This is some scary shit," he said quietly, voice breaking just a little. 


Billie made a small noise of sympathy in the back of his throat. He unwrapped an arm and raised his hand to 
drape across the bassist's shoulders, fingering the material of his shirt as he continued. 


"| just wanna be at home with my daughter right now. Like, fuck the awards. | wanna go home and know that 


we're all safe, y'know?" 


Billie smiled again. "We are safe. | mean, you've heard on the news - nobody's died yet, have they? Hardly 
anybody's gotten hurt. They're all smart enough to stay indoors." 


"Nobody's died yet,” Mike echoed, unconsciously leaning against his bandmate. "It's the ‘yet | don't like." 


"Well, you don't want to go outside, do you?" Billie asked, subtly moving his hand from Mike's shoulder to his 
neck, playing with the downy brown hair. Mike shook his head, still looking quite despondent. "Then it doesn't 


matter right now. We're safe, all of us. And we're safe because we're staying here, inside.” 


"Guess so," Mike mumbled. It was kind of absurd for him to be this much of a girl over a hurricane, he 


supposed. 
CRASH 


Mike damn near left his skin in favour of the ceiling as a deckchair of all fucking things clattered past the 
window, fabric catching the wind like a sail and sending it soaring. The bassist back-pedalled violently, almost 
sending the both floorwards. 


"H-holy shi" he practically squeaked, pushing back against Billie, eyes wide, hands clutching his chest as his 
heart attempted to make a break for it. Billie's arms flailed a little, before wrapping around his bandmate. 


"Woah, Mike, chilll" he exclaimed, eyebrows raised. He held tightly onto the taller man, a moment passing before 
he tilted his head up and began nibbling at the base of his neck, murmuring. "That was kinda random, huh?" 


Mike was fucking shaking, totally spooked. Spooked enough to not even notice what Billie was doing - not until it 
was too late. Not until the older man's lips had worked their way around, small, quick hands pushing him back 
against the window frame. Not until he was being kissed, insistently, deeply, lustful little moans falling free like 
the rain outside. For a few moments, Mike had been ensnared, Billie's tongue darting into his mouth and tasting 
like red wine and cigarettes, his lithe, warm body pressed up against his, and the nimble fingers gripping fitfully 
at his shoulders. But it was only a few moments. 


His hands raised and gripped Billie's upper arms, pushing him back and breaking the kiss. He gave his bandmate 
a dark glare. "Don't," he bit out. 


Billie gave a disappointed whine, squirming out of his grasp and pressing against him again, imploring. "Aw, c'mon, 


Mikey, we can both feel better." 
Mike pushed him away, harder this time. "| said. Doni," he repeated, voice tight. 


For a second, Billie's expression changed and he looked like he was about to throw an almighty tantrum. It 


vanished, and he tried to appear unruffled by the rebuttal, pushing that flick of hair out of his eyes again 


"Does Adrienne know you're here?" Mike asked, tone laced with accusation. His voice dropped to an almost 


threatening growl. "Does Tre know you're here?" 


"Well, Adie's down in the café place with Brittany," Billie said breezily, seemingly completely ignoring Mike's tone. 
"And Tre, well, he doesn't really wanna know right now. He kicked me out of there" 


"You went to Tré first?" he asked. He shouldn't have sounded as irritated as he did about that. He really 


shouldn't. Billie arched an eyebrow, grinning in triumph. 


"Jealous?" he purred, amused. He rocked his head from side to side, as if warming up. "It's just a bit of fun. 
Don't you love the idea of a dirty little secret?" His voice dropped to a loud whisper. "The idea that we could 
be caught any time, the danger in it? Someone walking in and seeing us all wrapped up in each other, all kinds 
of sweaty and dirty and wrong, you fucking me hard?" he flashed a feral grin, eyes flashing. "Doesn't it just 


make you fizz?" 

Mike was about to retort when a low rumble echoed off in the distance, a faint flicker of light, and with 
frightening speed, the sky darkened to an menacing slate grey. It became incredibly dark in the room. The 
bassist glanced out the window again at the ominous sky. "God." he murmured, feeling a cold prickle dance up 
his spine at the sight. He didn't like any of this one little bit. A few palm tree branches blew past. 

"Let me take your mind off it," Billie insisted, hooking his thumbs into the belt loops of his pants, pulling them 
down just a little and giving Mike a teasing glimpse of his happy trail beneath his striped shirt. At the younger 
man's wary expression, he put it bluntly in a low voice. "| want to have sex. Fuck me. Now." 

Mike clenched his jaw, glaring cold. "Go back to your room, Billie,” he warned. 

"| know you want it." 


"| mean it. Don't think you can just waltz in--" 


Another almighty CRASH interrupted him as something else was thrown up into the atmosphere and travelled 
past the window. "Fucking Chrisfl" he cried, leaping back from the window again, lightning throwing stark 


shadows out over the carpet as he did so. Billie, eyes shadowed, darted back over to Mike while he was 
distracted, slithering up his skinny frame and pulling him in for another kiss. His tongue demanded entry, 
forcing its way in His hands clamped around Mike's shoulders, legs coming up to hook around his waist, pushing 
him back against the wall and basically trapping him. Mike, once again caught unawares, instinctively raised 
shaking hands and grasping the underside of Billie's thighs, bizarrely to stop him from falling more than 
anything. Billie took this in a different way, moaning gutturally and rolling his hips into Mike's, entire body 
rippling. Mike felt his head thunk hard against the wall behind, and then became aware of the fingers curling 
into his hair, and the sweet full lips mauling his. 


There wasn't much else to do but kiss back and block out the sound of the chaos outside - and his conscience. 
An acidic, bitter rage boiled inside him. 


You bastard. You fucking bastard, you know Im scared, and youre taking advantage of it. You fucking bastard 


Billie was a good kisser. An incredible kisser. He, with those full pink lips and wicked tongue, gave the kind of 
smooth, liquid kisses that made you forget what your name was. And shit, didn't he know it. He positively 
revelled in his powers of manipulation Mike was so easily consumed by this..this force of nature that was 


latched onto him and reminding him why they had been fucking for so long. 


It was so much more terrifying being caught in a hurricane than seeing it on television. He'd never really 

fathomed the destruction - and the ease with which things were destroyed - before. Not until he'd seen tree 
branches, black and broken, crashing to the ground right before his eyes, heard the inescapable wind, deafening 
and wailing horribly. Mike would probably kick himself later for thinking such a cliché, but it shared similarities 


with these encounters with Billie. 


Normally, when playing or during interviews or just goofing off, they were fine. Good friends that shared jokes 
and amused looks and were actually friends. It wasn't a front, in either case. But when Billie would come to him, 
in a hotel, on the tour bus, even off tour at home - when Billie would come to him with eyes dark and smiling, 
it was like they were different people. Turbulent and fiery and exhausting, Billie would always be there to take. 
And Mike would always be there to give. 


Until recently. 


Until he'd come to realise that Tré had become involved with him too. Or rather that Billie had gone to the 
drummer one night instead of Mike. Maybe he wanted a change of scenery, Mike had thought with bitter 
humour. An attack of conscience. (Because its okay for Billie to cheat on his wife, but not his wife and best 
friend, obviously. Jesus.) So now he'd made the decision to be on the outside looking in 


Billie was a force of nature on nights like this - he bent others to his will and sexual desires so, so easily and 


swiftly, leaving them afterwards with little more than a spinning mind and thrumming heart. 


The only real difference is you don't get addicted to fucking hurricanes. 


Mike certai nly didn't. 


That small epiphany made the bassist react, grasping Billie by the waist and prising him off, shoving him hard 
enough to make the surprised frontman stumble and fall backwards onto the bed. 


"Stop it," Mike barked. 

Billie laughed, taunting and almost totally unfazed. 

"Are you having a straight day today? What, do you want me to run off and put on a skirt so you can be 
pleased and we can fuck like bunnies?" his voice dropped and he eyed Mike seductively, crossing his legs. "Would 
you like it better if | was a woman?" 


Mike shook his head in disbelief, teeth gritted. "What the fuck is wrong with you?" 


Billie's expression changed instantly, eyes flashing with anger as he pushed himself up. "What the fuck is wrong 
with your" he returned, stalking towards Mike, hands balled into fists. "When did you suddenly become so 
fucking holier than thou?" Billie's chest pressed against Mike's, getting right up in his face, fearless. "Would you 
prefer it if | got Tré in here too, all of us together, you worried he's left out? Or how about Adrienne? Or 
Britany?" 


Mike felt the recently inked skin of his forearm - inked with his girlfriend's name - positively bum at Billie's 
words. "Shut up. You're fucking sick," he bit out, quelling to urge to punch his best friend. 


"What changed, huh? How is this any different from the times we fucked before?" 
Mike glared right back at the frontman. "Tré," he said bluntly 

Billie chuckled darkly. "Jealoussss." he hissed 

"Get out of my face, man, Im warning you." 


"No, | think I'll carry on," Billie replied, fingers dancing over Mike's shirt buttons. "The sex is so much better 
when you're mad at me." 


Rage bubbled up inside Mike. His voice dropped to a taut snarl. "| am not joking, Billie. Fuck off, NOW." 


Billie's smirk vanished, a black rage darkening his face. He pushed Mike back again, with alarming strength, until 
his back hit the wall hard. Hand splayed out over the bassist's chest, pressing down threateningly. 


"No," he said, quietly, calmly, with just a hint of a growl. "I want you. | want you To fuck me. Or we can flip it 
around and I'll fuck you, and | know a toppy sonofabitch like you isn't gonna like that." He pressed down a little 
harder, leaning closer, glaring Mike into the ground. "Either way. One of them is going to happen" 


Mike didn't doubt for one second that Billie would do anything to get what he wanted. 

And if Mike wasn't so blind with fury, he'd probably be terrified. 

Suddenly, Billie found himself on the bed again, but not in the way he wanted. Flat on his back, Mike's knees 
either side of his waist, eyes ice cold and aflame, his long fingers wrapped around Billie's pretty little neck. Not 
choking, justholding. Just tight enough. 


Billie's eyes actually flickered with fear as Mike held him there for an ominously long time, wordless. 


Then, Mike pushed away, standing up and backing off a few steps, face shadowed. Billie sat up slowly, eyes 
burning as he glared at the bassist, rubbed instinctively at his neck and swallowing. Long seconds passed. 


Billie stood up, pushing his fringe aside again, eyes dropping to the floor. He turned, walked to the door, and left. 


He never said a word. 

As the door clicked shut, Mike sagged. The wind howled and battered at his window, rain lashing viciously 
against glass. Otherwise, there was silence. Mike's eyes fell to the wrinkled bed sheets, the no doubt still warm 
indentation where Billie's small form had been lying moments before. 


"| cried over you, you asshole," he murmured, voice harsh. 


He watched the space for a while, listening to the rain, body growing cold just at the sound. He shivered, 
turning and going back to resume his position against the window frame. Minutes ticked by. 


He heard voices in the next room, noise outside too loud to make out what they were saying. But he did know 


whose room iT was. 

Tre's. 

Then, not long after, a squeak-squeak-squeak, dull thunks every now and then, the sound of a headboard 
coming into regular contact with the wall, the wall that was connected to Mike's room. And cries. Muffled but 
ecstatic ones. Billie's cries. 


Ones that Mike was sure Billie was making louder for his benefit. 


Mike pressed himself harder against the window frame, eyes steadfastly glued to the apocalypse outside, cold 


and never feeling more alone in his life. 


He wished the hurricane was louder. 


